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Seeni had four elder brothers.    Narasimha
Sastry, the father, was then a fairly aged man.
Seeni had grown up within the village.     He,had
not learnt much and had nothing particular to do
and was inclined naturally to a little mischief.     I
do not mean by mischief anything very serious.
When the  pomegranate tree in anybody's house
bore fruit,  Seeni  would  manage  to  take some
proportion  of  it  with  or   without  the  owner's
knowledge.      In the season for mangoes, the first
person to taste a mango was always Seeni. When
he grew up, the first house in the village in which
mangoes were pickled was old Narasimha Sastry's
and the mangoes would have been brought by
Seeni.     It was the same with myrobalan and the
berries and roots which are supposed to  make
pickle of the finest flavour.     When Seeni started
to bring these berries and roots, our village knew
that the day had come for making pickles of them
for the coming year.    But others could go with
him and he would collect enough both for himself
and them.      On days of processions and festivals
in the temple, Seeni would be the most active
person, ringing the bell and shouting to all and
sundry.    Not that any one asked him to do this
or that bit of work.     He would go and do what-
ever work was waiting to be done and in return,